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TO 
NINA  ALICE   HUTTEMAN  HUME 

MY   COMRADE   IN   MANY  CAUSES, 
SPECIALLY   IN  THE  WOMAN'S  CAUSE, 

I   OFFER  THIS   BOOK, 
WITH   THE  GRATITUDE   AND  HOMAGE  OF 

THE   AUTHOR 

Part  payment  of  an  endless  debt, 

These  Lyric  Leaves  I  strew. 
The.  streams  will  be  no  longer  wet, 

The  skies  no  longer  blue, 
Nor  sweet  the  breath  of  mignonette, 

Nor  red  the  rose's  hue, 
Darling*  well  named,  when  I  forget 

Your  words,  your  works,  or  you  ! 

*"Nina"  means  "darling." 


AUTHOR'S    NOTE 

THESE  poems  have  appeared,  with  the 
exception  of  two  or  three  here  printed 
for  the  first  time,  in  the  Daily  News, 
the  Westminster  Gazette,  the  Problems 
Page  of  the  Saturday  Westminster, 
the  Englishwoman,  the  late  Monthly 
Review,  the  Blackburn  Weekly  Tele- 
graph, the  Missionary  Echo,  the  Mill- 
gate  Monthly,  the  Co-operative  News,  and 
the  Manchester  Guardian,  the  editors 
of  which  are  thanked  for  their  courtesy 
in  permitting  republication. 

S.  G.  F. 
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G.  K.  C.:  AN  IMPRESSION 

("These  paradoxes  twist  and  turn,  and  persist 
in  flourishing  their  heels  where  their  heads  ought 
to  be." — Saturday  Westminster,  March  11.) 

His  pen  unlocks  a  jewel-box 

Of  epigram  and  paradox ; 

He  makes  the  Impossible  appear 

Near  as  the  Actual,  and  as  clear. 

Yet  seems  he  not,  with  all  beside, 

Perversity  personified  ? 

He  proves,  to  all  men's  satisfaction, 

That  sheer,  supine  passivity 
Alone  deserves  the  name  of  action ; 

That  sea  is  land  and  land  is  sea ; 
That  black  is  but  a  synonym 
For  white,  at  any  rate  to  him ; 
That  suns  are  dark  and  fire  is  cold, 

And  icicles  too  hot  to  hold. 
13 
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He  proves  what  retrogression  dwells 
In    progress — does    not    That    mean 

This? 
How  everything  is  something  else 

Once  counted  its  antithesis ; 
The  very  Prince  of  Paradoxes, 
Who  sees  the  hat's  place  where  the  sock's 

is, 
Yet  somehow  sees  the  truth,  and  shows 

it, 

Until  we  think  he  only  knows  it. 
For,  strange  to  say,  we  yield  the  point, 

Whate'er  it  be,  without  a  murmur, 
Yet  feel  that  things  are  out  of  joint, 
And   wish    the    ground    beneath    us 

firmer ; 

Then  lose  what  is  in  what  is  not, 
Own  that  "remembered"  means  "  forgot," 
(Has  not  our  author  proved  the  same  ?) 
And     spell,    thenceforward,     Wisdom's 

name, 

Not  with  six  letters  but  with  three, 
For  who  is  wise  but  G.  K.  C.  ? 
March  1911.- 
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II 

LAKELAND  TO  SWITZERLAND 

CARELESSLY  as  a  rose  upon  your  breast 

You  wear  the  Alps'  imperial  afterglow ; 
The  Alps  themselves  you  wear  for  crown 

and  crest— 
You  conquer :  be  it  so. 

All  zoned  with  flowers  and  wreathed  with 

snows  you  sit, 
And  well  your  wealth  of  loveliness  may 

learn, 
Since,  at  its  brightest  point,  you  fill  with 

it 
Your  looking-glass,  Lucerne. 

I  know  you  dwarf  to  little  dimpling  hills 
My  mountains,  dim  my  skies  to  pale 

eclipse ; 
I  know  my  torrents,  matched  with  yours, 

are  rills, 
Meet  for  no  Naiad's  lips ; 
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Yet  have  the  Muses  walked  in  ways  of 

mine, 

On  slopes  uncrested  by  immortal  ice, 
Ungarlanded  with  flowers  your  children 

twine, 
Gentian  and  edelweiss. 

Not  here  Thorwaldsen  carved  his  Lion 

—yet 
One  compensating  charm  my  Grasmere 

keeps, 
The  shrine  where  very  Peace   her   seal 

hath  set, 
The  place  where  Wordsworth  sleeps. 

September  1911, 
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III 

A  SONG  OF  THE  VANQUISHED 

IN  the  Truth's  dark  hour,  when  the  Lie 

has  power 
To  pierce  and   shatter  her  shield  of 

light; 
When  the   Right  reels  back   from   the 

Wrong's  attack, 
And  the  dawn  lies  whelmed  in  a  wave 

of  night ; 
When  the  slave  revolts  from   the   love 

that  freed, 
And  the  cur  bites  hard  at  the  hand 

that  fed, 
And  the  Prince  of  this  world  seems   a 

prince  indeed, 
Since  the  way  of  life  to  the  cross  has 

led; 
When  the  flame  creeps  up  to  the  martyr's 

breast, 

And  the  hero's  prize  is  the  hangman's 
rope, 
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And  they  crown  their  worst  who  have 
slain  their  best : — 

What  help  ?  what  hope  ? 

When  the  standand  falls  where  the  foe 

assails, 
The  flag  we  held  at  our  life-blood's 

cost; 
When  the  night  prevails,  and  the  last 

star  fails, 
And  the  cry  goes  up  that  the  field  is 

lost; 
When  we  pass  from  the  fight  that  was 

fought  in  vain, 
To  the  jeers  of  those  we  were  fighting 

for, 
With   an   inner   wound,    and    a    bitter 

pain, 
And  a  doubt  that  eats  to  the  heart's 

deep  core ; 
When  the  cause  that    we    trusted    as 

heaven's  indeed, 

Has  fallen  and  failed  like  the  hopes 
of  men, 
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And  Truth  seems  a  riddle  that  none  may 
read : — 

What  comfort  then  ? 

Why,  then  we  think  of  the  men   who 

fought, 
And  failed,  and  fell,  in  the  days  long 

dead, 
Whose  light,  like  ours,  through  a  cloud 

was  sought, 
Who  had  foes  as  restless  and  wounds 

as  red. 
And  we  snatch  a  hope   from   our  last 

despair, 

And  shout  in  defeat  as  the  victors  do : 

We  can  live  and  bear,  we  can  do  and  dare, 

Be  the  storm  above  or  the  cloudless 

blue. 

Like  the  hero  of  old  we  are  unperplexed  : 
"  We  just  lie  down  "  with  our  loss  and 

pain, 

And  bleed  for  an  hour,  and  are  up  the 
next 

To  fight  again ! 
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IV 

THE  WIFE'S  APPEAL 

IF  thou  couldst  know  that  Death  would 
come  and  take  me 

In  one  short  year, 

How  newly,  strangely  sweet  the  thought 
would  make  me, 

How  doubly  dear ! 

How  tenderly  thy  hand  in  mine  would 
linger 

At  each  good-bye 

Hadst  thou   but  seen,   by   Fear's  fore- 
warning finger, 

That  I  should  die ! 

If  but  these  hands  of  mine,  now  ever 
plying 

Some  wifely  task, 

Instead  lay  crossed  in  that  long  rest  the 
dying 

Alone  may  ask, 
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How  many  tears  and  kisses  would  caress 
them — 

Poor  hands  grown  chill ! 
Ah,  if  but  one  such  tender  touch  would 
bless  them 

Ere  they  lie  still ! 

I  know  thy  heart  is  true;    I  know  it 
holds  me 

Dearest  and  best ; 

But  never  now  thy  sheltering  arm  en- 
folds me, 

Bidding  me  rest. 
Never  we  pause  to  sit  and  count  together 

Love's  wealth  unpriced, 
As   when  of  old,  in  life's  first  golden 
weather, 

Our  hearts  kept  tryst. 

Ah,  wait  not  till  the  grass  grows  green 
above  me, 

Where  yew-trees  sway, 
To  show  and  prove  at  last  how  thou 
canst  love  me — 

Show  me  to-day ' 
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Leave  not  the  flower  of   life  for  death 
to  gather : 

With  roses  rife 

Crown  not  the  lifeless  clay,  dear  heart, 
but  rather 

The  living  wife. 

June  1907. 
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V 
FOR  EASTER 

THE  world  lay  dark ;  the  pagan  night 
On  sea  and  land  lay  deep  and  drear ; 
Grief,  like   an   east   wind,  breathed   its 
blight, 

And  yet  the  Spring  was  near. 

The  flower  of  Love  had  burst  its  prison, 

The  bird  of  Hope  was  on  the  nest, 
And  Faith,  that  whispers  "  He  is  risen," 
Came  on  to  crown  the  rest. 

So  found  the  sun  the  wintry  wilds, 
And  bade  them  bloom  and  laugh  and 

sing; 

Earth's  heart  grew  tender  like  a  child's, 
And  Easter  came  with  Spring. 

So  still  it  comes ;  for  now  as  then, 

When,  bound  and  bruised  in  spirit  or 
flesh, 
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The  Son  of  God  in  sons  of  men 
Is  crucified  afresh ; 

When,  through  the  fears  which  haunt 

the  night 
Whence  Hope  nor  moon  nor  stars  can 

shape, 

Grim  warriors  watch  the  prisoned  Light 
Lest  haply  it  escape ; 

For  ever  is  the  watch  in  vain ! 

The  stone,  ere  dawn,  is  rolled  away, 
And  man's  Good  Friday,  yet  again, 
Ends  in  his  Easter  Day. 

Easter  Eve,  1909. 
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VI 

"SIC   TRANSIT": 

A  BALLADE 

SUMMER  and  winter,  through  dark  days 

and  bright, 
We  watch  the  stars  set  and  the  sunrise 

flame; 
The  dawn,  and  then  the  noon,  and  then 

the  night 
Passes,  like  beauty  turned  to  blight 

and  blame. 
Wan  age  we  see  where  youth  played 

out  its  game, 
And  where  the  birds  sang  and  the  leaves 

uncurled, 
Bare  boughs  and  empty  nests ;  and  we 

exclaim  : 

"  So    passes,    then,    the    glory    of    the 
world ! " 
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No    empire  trembles  now   for   Caesar's 

might, 

No  Antony  at  Cleopatra's  name. 
Time  can  but  deck  the  tombs  of  squire 

and  knight, 

Ruler  and  warrior,  damosel  and  dame. 
Hope  fails  like  fear,  their  end  one  and 

the  same : 
Passes  youth's    dream,   a    flower    with 

May-dews  pearled, 
And  then  the  dream  of  love,  and  then 

of  fame — 
So  passes,  then,  the  glory  of  the  world. 

Alas  !  for  shattered  strength  and  fettered 

flight, 
For  the  wild  heart,  at  length  grown 

tired  and  tame ! 
What  have  we  at  last  of  all  for  which 

we  fight  ? 
Wounds  and  a  grave;    honour  made 

one  with  shame. 
Where  the  wing  sped  the  foot  toils, 

halt  and  lame, 
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And   Doubt,   to   the  toiler's   heart,   his 

shaft  hath  hurled, 
Whispering,  "This  the  sun  no  cloud 

o'ercame  ? 
So  passes,  then,  the  glory  of  the  world  ? " 

ENVOY 
Prince  of   the  night,  what  checks   thy 

random  aim  ? 
The  star  in  the  east,   the   morning's 

flag  unfurled ! 
She  passed  and  yet  returned ;  went,  and 

yet  came : 

So    passes,  then,  the    glory    of    the 
world ! 

1907. 
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VII 

"HOUSELESS  BY  NIGHT" 

(A  recent  inquiry  revealed  the  fact  that,  for 
thirteen  "rescue  homes"  in  one  area,  not  one 
shelter  was  proyided  for  the  "  respectable "  and 
destitute.) 

THE  woman  wept ;  she  had  not  slept, 
But  all   night  long    had    borne    her 
part — 

The  grim  "  Move  on,"  the  rest  ne'er  won, 
Cold  stone  and  colder  heart. 

Her  weary  feet,  through  street  on  street, 
Wandered,  or  in  dim  corners  stayed ; 

The  Thames'  chill  call  to  rest  was  all 
That  wooed  her  where  she  strayed. 

She  glanced  within  the  doors  where  sin 
A  friend  might  find  and  almoner — 

None  housed  that  night  the  flower  yet 

white, 
None  opened  unto  her. 
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And  if  she  heard  the  Dawn's  great  word, 
Or    met,   instead,   the    Night's    dark 
prince, 

Or  heard  what  Death  to  Sorrow  saith, 
I  saw  not,  then  or  since : 

But  'neath  the  cloud  a  lily  bowed — 
Broke — and  a  storm  grew  up  afar ; 

And  men  might  see,  ere  night  could  flee, 
The  falling  of  a  star. 

May  1911. 
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VIII 

NATURE'S  ALL  SOULS'  DAY 

WHY  did  the  robin's  seem  the  cuckoo's 

note, 
The  gold  leaf  everywhere  recall   the 

green? 

Why  did  the  souls  of  all  the  roses  float 
Down   lane  and   lawn,  that   time   of 

Hallowe'en  ? 

Anemones  of  April  burst  their  screen 
To  hail  the  hawthorns  of  a  ghostly  May ; 
Yea,  and  the  corn  was  in  the  stubble 
seen — 

'Twas  Nature's  All  Souls'  Day. 

November  had  again  what  August  has, 
And  March,  and  May,  in  sound  and 

scent  and  sight : 
Were     those     the     daisies     named     of 

Michaelmas, 

Or  Easter's  meadow-growth,  pure  gold 
and  white  ? 
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The  dark  earth  wore  again  the  lily's 

light, 
And,  flashing  gold  upon  a  world  grown 

grey, 

Daffodils    dawning   made    a    day   of 
night — 

For  all,  'twas  All  Souls'  Day. 

And  was  it  Memory's   magic   then,   or 

Hope's, 
That  showed  once  more  a  land  where 

flowers  were  rife  ? 
The  fog  falls;   to  its  end  the  sad  year 

slopes, 
Yet  shall  the  Winter  take  the  Spring 

to  wife. 
The  root  gropes  sunward,  patient   in 

its  strife ; 

I  see  the  leaf  drop  and  the  flower  decay, 
Yet  saw  their  resurrection  and  their 
life, 

And  Man's,  on  All  Souls'  Day. 

November  1911. 
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IX 

IN  TIME  OF  WAR 

A  WIND  of  war,  with  stormy  breath 
That  like  the  east  wind  blights  and 

chills, 

Blows,  heavy  with  its  news  of  death, 
Through  Anatolian  hills. 

Out  of  the  Apennines  it  comes, 

Bearing  ill  seeds  of  dole  and  dearth, 
And  like  a  frozen  hand  benumbs 

The  warm  heart  of  the  earth. 

Men,  hating  not  each  other,  yet 

Each  other  maim  and  rend  and  wreck, 
Because  one  land  its  heel  would  set 
Upon  another's  neck ; 

Because,  whatever  crimson  stain 

Her  prize  may  leave  upon  her  hand, 
This  nation  out  of  that  would  gain 
A  little  slice  of  land ! 
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Therefore  the  youth  of  each  must  leave 
The  works  that  make  the  wealth  of 

both, 

Their     homes,    their     countries     must 
bereave, 

To  plant  this  bitter  growth — 

This  tree  that  bears  but  fruit  of  death, 
That  shall  but  drop,  through  future 

years, 
The  deadly  seed  whence  issueth 

Harvest  of  blood  and  tears. 

Ah,  when  shall  Peace  with  Righteousness 
Keep  her  deferred  but  destined  tryst, 
And  Truth  kiss  Mercy,  and  both  bless 

The  lands  Love  calls  in  Christ  ? 

No  answer :  but  on  palms  and  pines 
The  day  breaks,  though   the  storm- 
wind  shrills, 

With  light  that  links  the  Apennines 
And  Anatolian  hills. 

November  1911. 
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X 

FROM  LATMOS  TO  LUNA 

"  The  desire  of  the  moth  for  the  star." 

0  unattainable ! 

O  white  and  bright  and  cold  ! 
With  thee  I  may  not  dwell, 

May  have  thee  not,  nor  hold ; 

Yet  see  thee  what  thou  art, 
Beauty  too  fair  to  own, 

Ineffably  apart, 
Immortally  alone ! 

Never  thy  smile  has  shone 

Where  this  poor  shepherd  roves 

Thou  leav'st  Endymion 

Lorn  in  his  Latmian  groves. 

Thou  wilt  not  bend  to  him 
For  ever  from  this  day, 

In  a  still  place  and  dim 
Veiling  thy  light  alway. 
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With  all  high  thoughts  and  things 
Thy  throne  is,  built  in  air ; 

On  ineffectual  wings 

I  soar  to  seek  thee  there  : 

Yet  let  the  firefly  tell 

His  impulse  toward  the  star, 

O  inaccessible ! 

O  white  and  fair  and  far ! 


And — who  had  dreamt  of  it  ? — 
The  shepherd's  love  to  crown, 

The  night  blazed  white,  the  lit 

Earth  shook,  the  Moon  came  down ! 

March  1911. 
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XI 

THE  PAGEANT  OF  WOMAN 

WAY,  make  way  for  the  marching  troops 

of  justice ! 
High,  yet  nigh,  gleams  the  goal  that 

shall  be  won. 
Near  we,  cheer  we,  the  hope  wherein  our 

trust  is : 
Deep  the  night  of  sleep,  but  we  go  to 

meet  the  sun. 
Stay  not,  stray  not !  the  fight  shall  have 

its  sequel. 
Spin  we,  win  we,  the  robes  that  clothe 

the  free ! 
Rate  man's  mate  as  his  comrade  and  his 

equal, 

All  ye  who  call  to  the  race  that  is 
to  be! 

Cede  our  need,  ye  who  look  on  these 
our  legions — 
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Own  our  throne,  in   each   realm  we 

seek  to  share ! 
Art,  mill,  and  mart,  law  and  lore — in  all 

their  regions 
Nigh  you,   and  by  you,  behold  our 

footsteps  fare. 
Trade  counts  the  maid  in  the  foremost 

of  her  armies ; 
Sage,  hold  thy  page  for  the  woman's 

eye  to  scan ! 
Yield    we    not  a   field,   for  in  all   the 

woman's  charm  is, 
Shining  by  the  side  of  her  partner,  Man. 

Mile  on  mile  we  file ;  through  the  high- 
ways still  we  gather ; 
Mass  we,  pass  we,  in  all  our  marshalled 
might. 

Cede  our  need !  free  the  mother  as  the 

father ; 

So,  only  so,  shall  the  race  be  reared 
aright. 

Freedom  our  creed ;  in  the  battle  where 
the  dust  is 
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Palms  we  see  and  calms  of  the  country 

that  shall  be — 
Way,  make  way  for  the  marching  troops 

of  justice ! 
Man,  join  the  van,  till  the  army  shall 

be  free ! 

June  17,  1910. 
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XII 
THE  KINGDOM  OF  THE  PEOPLE 

"  THE  Kingdom  is  within  you  " — seek  it, 

ye> 

Who  serve  the  kingdom  of  the  common 

weal, 
Ye  who  have  eyes  to  see  and  hearts  to 

feel 

The  People's  wrongs ;  who  trust  Demo- 
cracy, 
Not  as  it  is  but  as  it  is  to  be — 

In  you,  even  you,  the  morning  may 

reveal 
The  long  night's  hope ;  to  you  the 

tyrants  kneel, 

Yea,  and  by  you  the  nations  go   forth 
free. 

Kingdom  of  heaven !   the  kingdoms  of 

the  earth 

Are  verily  thine;  or  shall   be,  when 
earth  wills. 
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When   every   man   his    own    ground 

rightly  tills 
What  man  in  all  the  world  shall  suffer 

dearth  ? 
Where  man  does  right  the  Rights  of 

Man  begin, 
There  only ;  for  the  kingdom  is  within. 

1909. 
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XIII 
TO  A  MODERN  MAGDALEN 

0  LOOSE  hair  that  floats  a  glory 
Round  a  brow  not  guilt  can  sear, 
Where  youth's  lilies  yet  appear ! 
O  young  heart,  in  grief  grown  hoary, 
Drunk  with  lees  of  worm  wood- wine, 
Where  lives  sadness  sad  as  thine  ? 

Sin  with  scarlet  flowers  hath  crowned 

thee, 

Yet  mine  eyes  discern  in  thee 
Some  interior  purity, 
White  through  all  the  blackness  round 

thee: 

Still,  from  lowest  sloughs  of  sense, 
Yearning  up  to  innocence. 

Who  from  sin's  just  doom  exempted 
Shall  be  found  before  the  Throne  ? 
Who  may  judge,  save  heaven  alone, 
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'Twixt  the  fallen  and  the  untempted — 
'Twixt  the  hill-snow  proud  and  pure, 
And  the  snowflake  in  the  sewer  ? 

O  to  serve  thee,  soothe  thee,  win  thee, 
Sister  of  the  sorrows !     O, 
Could  I  pay  thee  what  I  owe — 

Love  thy  woe  has  wakened  in  me ! 

Lo,  my  prayers  are  at  thy  feet : 

Let  them  save  thee,  Sister  sweet ! 

1907. 


LYRIC   LEAVES  43 

XIV 
THE  WELL 

WELL  whereof  I  drank  when  a  fairy  well 

I  thought  thee, 
'Neath  the  knotted  boughs  where  the 

squirrels  leap  and  peep, 
Still,  about  thy  stones,  glance  the  lizards 

from  the  lichens ; 
In  thy  mossy  dell  still  the  sunshine 

falls  asleep. 
Dew  and  nectar  then,  to  my  lips  that 

thirsted, 
Seemed  thy  draught,  deep-brewed  in 

a  dwarf's  dim  lair : 
Would  the  elves,  by  night,  round  thee 

tread  their  magic  mazes  ? 
Wouldst  thou  leap  and  dance  to  the 
elfin  music  there  ? 

Well  whereof  I  drank  when  a  wishing- 
well  I  made  thee, 
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When  my  Love  drank  too,  on  a  stone 

for  throne, 
How  she  praised  the  ferns,  where  they 

stooped  to  watch  the  water  ! 
How   the  water's  laugh   seemed  the 

echo  of  her  own  ! 
Wine   of  Cana  then,  to  my  heart  that 

thirsted — 
Wine,  red  wine,  not  the  pallid  draught 

I  knew; 
Crushed  from  grapes  of  heaven  for  the 

flagons  of  Immortals — 
Seemed  the  spring  I  drank  when  my 
Love  drank  too. 


Well  whereof  I  drink  with  a  sigh  for 

wells  of  Lethe, 
Yet    there's    life  that  lasts,   as    thy 

changeless  dell  can  tell. 
Truth  stays,  though  youth  goes  ;  I  seek 

her  and  I  find  her — 
Lives  she  not,  indeed,  at  the  bottom  of 
a  well  ? 
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Gall   and   wormwood  now,  to  my  soul 

that  thirsteth, 
Every    draught    but    hers,    and    the 

draught  that  drinks  the  breath. 
Nature's  cup  in  thine  comes  to  cool  me. 

to  refresh  me, 

Till  the  Naiad  Life  leap  re-born  from 
wells  of  Death. 

July  1910. 
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XV 

ON  THE  EMBANKMENT 

WANLY  the  lights  of  London  shine 

Here,  on  lost  hope  and  failing  breath. 
All  down  the  long  Embankment-line 
Wanly  the  lights  of  London  shine 
On  hunger  sharp  as  death. 

And  in  the  air  a  breath  of  blight 

Creeps,  to  blue  lips  and  silvered  hair. 
Below,  the  Thames ;  above,  the  night, 
And  in  the  air  a  breath  of  blight, 
And  in  the  heart  despair. 

O  richest  city  on  earth !  unfed 

Thy  sheep  roam  where  no  shepherd  is. 
The  dole  of  soup,  the  crust  of  bread — 
O  richest  city  on  earth  !  unfed 

Must  these  go,  but  for  this  ? 

Colder  the  Thames,  that  waits  below, 
Seems  than  the  stars,  that  shine  apart. 
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Cold,  cold  the  bed  of  stone  or  snow, 
Colder  the  Thames,  that  waits  below, 
And  coldest  London's  heart. 

Who  hath  not  where  to  lay  his  head 
Here    lies,   in    Want's    and    Winter's 

clutch — 

Comes  One  unseen  to  that  chill  bed, 
Who  had  not  where  to  lay  His  head, 
Murmuring  "  Inasmuch  ? " 

Feb.  6,  1912. 
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XVI 
CHRISTINA  ROSSETTI 

(Written  for  the  anniversary  of  her  birth, 
December  5,  1830.) 

A  WHITE  flame  in  a  lamp  of  alabaster, 

Lit  in  a  temple  of  unmolten  ice ; 
A  garden  ever  offering  to  its  Master 
White  flowers  for  sacrifice ; 

An  " '  Inmurata '  Sister l " — snow  walled 

round  her 
That  yet  glowed  ever  with  a  sunrise 

strange, 

As  an    Alp  feels  the   lily   lights   that 
crowned  her 

Into  red  roses  change ; 

A  new  St  Cecily,  new  music  making 

On  that  aerial  organ  built  afar, 
Where  deep  to  deep,   in   silver  surges 
breaking, 

Answers,  and  star  to  star ; 
1  See  her  poem  of  that  title 
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A  spice  set  free  because   the   box   was 

broken 
That  held  it — sharp   the  blow  that 

loosed  the  myrrh ; 

A  singing  wind  that  was  the  tempest's 
token — 

All  these  we  knew  in  her. 

And  still  that  wind  of  song  to  fire  shall 

fan  us 
White  as  her  own ;  who  in  earth's  toil 

and  taint 
Lived  as  Apollo's  lily  and  Diana's, 

Virgin  and  Muse  and  Saint. 
1911. 
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XVII 
WOMAN'S  LIMITATION 

(A  well-known  M.P.  recently  stated  that  he 
regarded  woman  as  unfitted  by  temperament  to 
exercise  the  franchise.) 

You  may  write  a  book,  says  man ;  or  a 

pamphlet,  with  a  plan 
That  the   writers  of  the  Blue-books 

have  to  heed. 
You  may  even  freely  mix  in  the  mire  of 

politics — 
You,  who  tell  us  that  your  sex  is  still 

unfreed  ! 
On  Commissions   you  may  sit,  just  as 

men  do — think  of  it ! 
But  your  grand  deficiency  is  still  the 

same; 
Pray  keep  your  proper  station,  and  own 

your  limitation — 

You    cannot    put  a  cross  against  a 
name. 
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Tis  true  a  woman  may  be  a  certified 

M.A., 

Or  qualified  M.D.,  or  both  at  once ; 
But  though  many  things  she's  done  she's 

incapable  of  one — 
Alas  that  Nature  made  her  such   a 

dunce, 
So  inveterately  stupid  (despite  the  praise 

of  Cupid, 
Who  overlooks  in  her  this  blot  and 

blame), 
So  incorrigibly  dense  that,  whatever  her 

pretence, 

She    cannot  put    a  cross    against  a 
name ! 

Ah,  why  should    this   thing   be  ?   this 

strange  capacity 
Every  other  art  and  craft  to  get  by 

rote, 
Every  other  task  to  learn,  yet  never  to 

discern 

Such  a  simple-seeming  thing  as  how 
to  vote! 
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If  in  science  we're  at  home,  and  through 

fields  of  art  can  roam, 
If  speakers — writers — rulers    we  can 

claim, 
Why  is  it,  still  we  cry  (and  echo  answers 

"Why?"), 

That  we  cannot  put  a  cross  against  a 
name? 

Our  pride  we  needs  must  humble  while 

at  this  fence  we  stumble  : 
This  thing,it  seems,  a  woman  cannotdo. 
Let  us  look  up  to   man  with   wonder, 

since  he  can — 

Can  a  polling-paper  claim  and  use  it,  too ! 
But  as  education  grows,  and   its  fuller 

fruit  bestows — 
As  we  grow  in  strength  and  wisdom, 

power  and  fame — 
Don't  you  think  that  if  we  try,  though 

hard  the  task  and  high, 
We  may  learn  to  put  a  cross  against 
a  name  ? 

July  1910. 
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XVIII 
TO  THE  TRUTH-SEEKER 

O  TRAVELLER  to  the  star  that  is   the 

Truth, 
Scorn  not  the    lowlands   where  thy 

fellows  fare 
Whose  quest  is  humbler :  Truth  may 

meet  them  there 
Sooner  than  thee  upon  the  hills,  proud 

youth ! 
Not  lightly,  nay,  but   with   regret  and 

ruth, 
Leave  the  old  paths,  though  haply  to 

prepare 

A  new  road  leading  to  an  ampler  air : 
Assay,  at  need,  the  frost  whose  ravening 

tooth 

Wastes  the  high   land;  but  first  scan 
well  the  plain. 
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Ruts  of  routine,  by  patient  pilgrims 

worn 

In  dusty  ways  by  no  hill-tempests  torn, 
Distrust  not,  nor  in  any  wise  disdain. 
What  if  the  beaten  track  lead  on,  in 

sooth, 

To  thine  own  goal,  the  star  that  is  the 
Truth  ? 
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XIX 

TWO  VISIONS  OF  AUTUMN 


LEAVES  flaming  and  then  fading ;  pomp 

of  mists 
That  wreathe,  at  dusk  and  dawn,  the 

mountain's  brow 
With  pride  of  opals  and  of  amethysts ; 

The  nest  bare  on  the  bough ; 
The  swallow  on  the  wing ;  the  reign  of 

flowers 
Whose    beauty   breathes    a    wail    of 

"  Ichabod," 

Chrysanthemums  that  crown  autumnal 
hours, 

Asters  and  golden-rod ; 
The  last  crops  garnered  and  the  last-ripe 

fruits 

Gathered ;  a  sound  of  sighing  in  the  air; 
A  sigh,  too,  in  the  tune  the  robin  flutes, 
And  Autumn  everywhere ! 
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II 

Autumn !  the  sleep  that  brings  the  wak- 
ing nigh ; 
The  scattering  of  the  seed,  not  sown  in 

vain, 

That  needs   must  fall  into  the  ground 
and  die 

If  it  would  live  again ; 
The  building  of  the  throne  where  Spring 

shall  sit, 
Girt    round     with     all     her     lovely 

pageantry; 
Such  death,  and  only  such,  as  holds  in  it 

The  birth  that  is  to  be — 
This  now,  and   Winter  later;   then,   O 

then, 
The  violet's  breath,  the  cuckoo's  call, 

the  fair 

New  life  that  leaps  in  birds  and  beasts 
and  men, 

And  Spring-time  everywhere ! 

September  1911. 
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XX 
MUSA  VICTRIX 

WHY  should  I  wear  thy  chains,  albeit  of 

roses, 
Finding  their  thorns  so  many  and  so 

sharp? 
Why  pen  me   in   the   walks   thy   wall 

encloses, 

Only  to  tune  an  unrewarded  harp  ? 
Thy  service  is  an  evil  thing  and  bitter, 
Thy  wage  how  scant,  thy  yoke  how 

sure  to  bruise ! 

I  will  go  out  and  seek  a  service  fitter — 
Will  leave  thee,  tyrant  Muse ! 

For  lo,  thou  bidst  thy  slave   in  desert 

places 
Walk  where  no  water  is,  to  find  out 

thee; 
Or,  bound  to  thy  bright  chariot  in  the 

races, 
Thy  conquest  prove  and  his  captivity. 
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Hard    labour     unto     such     thou     hast 

appointed ; 
Hunger  they  know   and  thirst  that 

none  assuage, 

And  bonds,  and   wounds   by  no  sweet 
balm  anointed, 

And  one  chance  smile  for  wage ! 

Wherefore  I  go  from  thee,Ofair  and  cruel ! 
Have  I  not  seen,  in  fanes  and  groves 

of  thine, 
Bones  of  thy  slaves  heaped  on  thy  fires 

for  fuel, 
And  shall  those  fires  be  fed  at  last 

with  mine  ? 
How    few    may   even    look    upon   thy 

beauty ! 

How  many  bleed  for  thee  but  never  see ! 
To  such  a  Mistress  shall  I  render  duty, 
Or  rise  and  go  forth  free  ? 

Hearest  thou?     I  can  break  this  bond 

which  galls  me ! 

.  .  .  Alas !  one  flutter  of  thy  garment's 
hem, 
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One     whisper    of    thy     voice    recalls, 

enthrals  me, 
For  what  man  may  resist  the  might 

of  them  ? 

But  whither  goest  thou  so  soon,  Beloved  ? 
Why  leave  thy  voice  an  echo  in  mine 

ears? 
0  let  me  longer  listen,  unreproved ! 

Speak,  for  thy  servant  hears ! 

April  1911. 
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XXI 

NATURE  AND  THE  PRISONER: 

AN  ECHO  PKOM  DE  PROFUNDIS 

SOME  day  I  shall  feel  the  Spring's  com- 
pleteness 
With  a    breath    rebuild    my  ruined 

years ; 

Somewhere  in  a  rose's  store  of  sweetness 
Heaven  has  hid  for  me  the  balm  of 

tears. 
Fleeing  from  the  world  that  has  decried 

me, 
Smarting  still   from  its  remembered 

rod, 

In  the  arms  of  Nature  I  will  hide  me — 
Arms  that  hold  me  like  the  grace  of 
God. 

She   shall    soothe    me    by  her    tender 

talking 

Where  the  lapsed  waves  to  the  rocks 
revert ; 
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She  shall  bring  a  wind  about  my 
walking, 

So  that  none  may  track  me  to  my  hurt. 
All  unsealed  to  me  are  all  her  fountains, 

All  her  woods  will  yield  me  sanctuary ; 
In  the  clefts  and  coverts  of  her  mountains 

Even  yet  she  keeps  a  place  for  me. 

Lo,  she  sends  her  maiden  moon  to  guide 

me, 

Leaves  her  lilies  where  I  pass  alone, 
Lets  her  timid  thrush  sing  on  beside  me — 
What  if  man  despise  me  and  disown  ? 
She  shall  lead  me  by  her  Oread  daughters 

To  the  secret  places  of  her  soul, 
Where  she  waits  to  cleanse  me  in  great 

waters, 

And  with  bitter  herbs  to  make  me 
whole. 

March  1905. 
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xxn 

A  BALLADE  OF  SKYFARING 

YE  whom  bonds  of  the  city  chain, 

Yet  whose  heart  must  with  Nature's 

be; 
Ye  who,  bound  to  a  bed  of  pain, 

Dream  there  of  torrent  and  tower  and 

tree, 

Here  behold  them — the  magic  key, 
Turned  by  a  thought  in  yon   gates  bf 

blue, 

Even  now  has  revealed  to  me 
Alps  and  Mediterranean  too. 

Why  of  the  bondage  of  earth  complain  ? 

Wide  as  heaven  is  our  liberty ! 
Where  are  the  streets  and  their  smoke 

and  stain 
When  to  the  land   of   the   lark   we 

flee? 
Where  is  the  sight  that  we  may  not 
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Cloudland's  citadel  passing  through  ? 

Switzerland  beckons  with  Sicily, 
Alps  and  Mediterranean  too. 

Here,   'twixt   walls  with   the    marble's 
vein, 

Oared  on  a  river  of  gold  are  we ; 
There  we  watch,  on  a  sapphire  main, 

White  fleets  voyage  to  victory. 

Day  unto  day  flashes  grief  or  glee ; 
Night  to  night  utters  speech  anew, 

Figuring  forest  and  lane  and  lea — 
Alps  and  Mediterranean  too. 

ENVOY 

Prince  whose  course  through  the  world 

is  free, 

Fare  you  better  than  dreamers  do  ? 
Here  are  the  mountains  and  here  the 

sea — 
Alps  and  Mediterranean  too. 

July  1908. 
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XXIII 
DREAMS 

As  dreams  the  wounded  on  the  battle- 
plain 
That  he  is  whole,  and  that  the  war 

hath  ceased ; 

As  dream  the  sick  of  health,  the  poor  of 
gain, 

Or  as  drought  dreams  of  rain, 
Or  famine  of  a  feast ; 

As  blind  men  dream  of  sunshine,  or  of 

song 
Deaf  men,  who  dwell  in  silence  never 

stirred, 

Or  as  despair  sits  dreaming,   late   and 
long, 

Of  life  grown  blithe  and  strong 
With  hope  no  more  deferred ; 
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As  the  great  desert's  vision  of  the  stream, 
As  the  land-ridden  sailor  dreams  the 

main 

Round  him,  and  wakes,  and  knows  it 
did  but  seem — 

Sad  lover !  such  thy  dream 
Of  love  not  loved  in  vain. 

September  1911. 
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XXIV 

WHY  EAUR  EM'LY  WANTS  THE 
VOTE: 

A   LANCASHIRE   LYRIC 

EM'LY  wants   the  vote,  tha   ses — weel, 

hoo's  nobbut  reet,  aw  guess : 
Doesta  think  a  lass  is  lower  ner  a  lad  ? 
Sin'  aw  yerd  them  Suffragettes — me  an' 

Em  an'  Nan  o'  Bet's — 
We've  o1  the  lot  on  us  bin  wantin' 

thad ! 
We  can  wark — tha  knows  we  dud — in 

the  thick  o'  t'  'lection  mud, 
Wark  an'  speyk  for  t'  mon  we  think 

'11  sarve  us  best ; 
Do  o  'at's   bein'  done — till  votin'  time 

comes  on. 

Then,  ov  coorse,  we  hevn't  brains  to 
do  the  rest. 

1  O=all. 
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Nay, — it  isn't  "  dignified  "  just  to  put  a 

cross  aside 
A  chap's  name  on  a  papper — see  it, 

lad? 
We  con  face  o  t'  dust  an'  din  for  eaur 

mon — but  vote  him  in ! 
It's  nobbut  chaps   hes  sense   enough 

for  thad. 
They  con  vote  us  wages  deaun,  if  they 

like,  bi  hof  e  a  creawn, 
Vote  us  bread  away  an'  let  us  childer 

clem, 
An'  we  corn't  say  "  Yigh  "  or  "  Nay  " — 

doesta  think  we'st  stond  it,  eh  ? 
Hevn't  we  as  good  a  reet  to  vote  as 
them? 

An'  ther's   summat   wuss   ner   o — eaur 

Em'ly,  doesta  know, 
Con  be  towd  hoo  hes  a  dad  but  not  a 
mam  ;l 

1  The  law  recognises  one  parent  only  for  every 
child  :  if  legitimate  the  father,  if  illegitimate  the 
mother. 
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But  if  we'd  ne'er  bin  wed  hoo'd  be  nob- 
but  mine  instead : 
Woman  gets  the  crust,  wol  mon  licks 

up  the  jam. 
Eh,  lad,  it  meks  me  wild  !  if  ther's  honour 

in  a  child 
It's  its  feyther's,  but  its  mother's  if 

there's  shame. 
But  then,  tha  sees,  wodever  hoo's  done 

'at's  good  or  clever, 

Hoo's  not  fit  to  put  a  cross  agen  a 
name! 

So  we're  beaun  to  oter1  things — yigh, 

an' t'  change'll  coom  on  wings 
When  we  get  a  vote,  to  show  us  soul's 

us  own. 
Woman's  bin  asleep,  an'  fast,  but  hoo's 

wakkened  up  at  last — 
If  eaur  Em'ly  wants  the  vote  hoo's 

not  alone. 

Ther's  theausands  merchin'  on,'at'll  f  eight 
till  t'  field  is  won, 

1  Oter = alter. 
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As  it  will  be,  sartin  sure,  afore  we  dee. 
It's  a  thing  we  connot  miss — an'  it  means 

no  moor  ner  this, 
Aw've  a  reet  to  say  mi  say  the  same 

as  thee ! 
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XXV 
A  LITTLE  GRAVE 

UNDER  a  sun-kissed  tree 
Her  grave  is  piled — 

A  place  where  birds  are  free 
And  flowers  are  wild. 

With  creatures  bright  as  she 
We  left  the  child. 

The  toys  are  on  the  shelf, 

The  tales  unread. 
Far  off,  dear  dancing  elf, 

Your  feet  have  sped ! 
The  nest  bemoans  itself ; 

The  bird  is  fled. 

She  will  not  wake,  or  stir, 
For,  dreaming  deep, 

In  groves  of  pine  and  fir, 
She  lies  asleep, 

And  all  winds  sigh  for  her 

And  all  waves  weep. 
June  1906. 
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XXVI 

THE  SONG  OF  THE  SHOP 
SLAVE 

A   LYRIC   OF   LIVING-IN 

THIS  is  my  life ;  what  other  life  have  I  ? 
The  same  walls  house  me  if  I  toil  or 

rest, 

The  cage  that  still  must  hold  me  from 
the  sky 

Roofing  the  free  bird's  nest. 

Tame  have  I  grown  and  quiet  in  my  lot, 
Though  sometimes,  when  the  Sunday 
,  brings  the  sun, 

I  think  to  break  my  bonds — yet  break 
them  not. 

The  web's  too  surely  spun. 

My  wings  grow  weak,  yet  must  not  flag 

or  faint, 

For  there   are   other  birds  who,  just 
for  crumbs, 
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Will  bear  the  cage,  the  loss,  the  toil  and 
taint, 

When  any  there  succumbs, 

Bear    all,    mere    food    and    shelter    to 

receive : 
Shelter — the    rich    man's    swine  are 

happier-styed ! 

Food  coarse  and  scant,  which  we  must 
take  or  leave ; 

This,  and  no  home  beside ; 

Just  so  much  wage  therewith  as  clothes 

us  for 
Brief  sight  of  happier  scenes,  of  fields 

and  flowers ; 

Respite  too  brief  to  rest  in,  evermore 
Rounded  with  heaviest  hours. 

A  fireless  den  when  the  day's  work  is 

done, 

In  time  of  frost,  and  stifling  air  in 
heat — 
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Thus,  year  by  year,  our  treadmill  round 
we  run 

With  ever  wearier  feet. 

And  if  Love  light  awhile  the  murky  air, 
Scant  sticks  are  ours  to  build  the  nest 

we  plan, 

Scant  hope — the  birds  of  Heaven  are 
free  to  pair, 

But  not  the  slaves  of  man. 

A  life  in  death,  with  one  day's  sun  in 

seven, 
That  but  avails  to  show  the  world  we 

miss, 

And  so  our  youth  slips  by ;  and,  O  sweet 
Heaven ! 

We  know  no  youth  but  this. 
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XXVII 
FROM  TOWN  TO  COUNTRY 

WHO,   by    a    pine-fringed    stream,  will 
mourn 

For  that  dark  flood  the  City  hems  ? 
Yet  now,  returning  to  the  Bourne, 

My  heart  harks  back  unto  the  Thames. 

From  gardens  sloping  to  the  sea, 
From  cliff  and  chine  and  forest  fair, 

I  turn  to  pluck,  in  memory, 

One  crocus  from  a  London  square. 

The  kisses  of  the  Bourne's  sweet  mouth 
Unheeded  fall :  I  yearn  from  her, 

And  this  green  valley  of  the  South, 
To  Waterloo  and  Westminster ; 

To  those  choked  courts  and  alleys  where 
Souls  wan  with  want  or  dark  with  sin 

Ask  alms  of  Love  found  tarrying  there, 
With  white  wings   rustling   through 
the  din ; 
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To  all  that  Ocean  in  whose  roar 
I  hear,  and  in  whose  depths  I  scan, 

God's  open  secret  evermore, 
Interpreted  in  terms  of  man. 

March  1911. 
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XXVIII 
THE  TROUBADOUR 

UP   and   up   this   long,  rough   road   of 

rhyming 

I  must  toil  and  travel  as  I  may : 
Ah,   but    how   much   swifter   were  the 

climbing, 

Would  you  grant  a  goal  to  light  the 
way! 

On   and   on   I   ride,   through    tilt    and 

tourney — 
Ride   with   broken  lance  and  dinted 

mail. 

Fail  I  in  the  joust  and  in  the  journey  ? 
Were  your  love  the  prize  I  could  not 
fail. 

Through    and    through    the    hedge    of 

thorns  set  round  me 
I  must  break,  with  scratches  and  with 
scars. 
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Had    your    smile    beyond    the    barrier 

crowned  me, 

How  the  wounds  would  kindle  into 
stars ! 

Long  and  long  I  strive,   a   rock-bound 

river : 
Leap  the  waves,  at  last,  the  bars  they 

mourn  ? 
Still  the  stream  must  lack  what  Hope 

would  give  her, 

Did  you    show   the    beacon    at    the 
bourne. 

Far  and  far   I   fare,  the  moth's  fierce 

yearning 

Mine,  for  light  wherein  it  perisheth : 
0  the  bliss,  how  strange  and  bright  and 

burning, 

Could  I  find  the  flame   without  the 
death ! 

November  1911. 
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XXIX 

THE  LAND  OF  THE  LIED :  A 
DREAM-VOYAGE 

PROW  of  pearl,  keel  of  gold,  purple  sails 

and  silken — 
Thus  my  Ship  of   Dreams  from  the 

shore  put  forth ; 
Slight,  yet  safe,  for  what  fears  a  ship  of 

Dreamland, 
Fronting  east  or   west   wind,  sailing 

south  or  north  ? 
Customs    passed    (they    vex     not     the 

voyagers  of  slumber), 
Shoal  passed  and  storm  passed  (the 

dreamer  such  can  shun), 
Sailed  I  to  the  gates  of  the  Motherland 

of  Music — 

"  Miitterchen ! "  I  cried,  as  the  port  at 
last  was  won. 
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Prow  of  pearl,  keel  of  gold,  purple  sails 

and  silken, 
Bore  me  where  Undines  in  their  deep 

haunts  dwell ; 
Elbe  found,  and  Ems,  and  the  rapture  of 

the  Rhine-land — 
Hoch !  for  the  Rhine-land,  the  Lieder- 

land  as  well ! 
Schumann    and    Schubert,  and    Heine 

came  and  Goethe : 
Elbe,  Maine,  and  Rhine  to  their  lyric 

lilting  slid. 
Once,   but   once,   to   mine   own   land   I 

reverted — 

"  Thus  the  Maine  glideth ! "  I  sang  as 
Browning  did. 


Prow  of  pearl,  keel  of  gold,  purple  sails 

and  silken, 
Bore  me  home  at  last  on  a  Dream's 

dim  tide — 
Home  from  the  haunts  of  the  lyrics  and 

the  lieder : 
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Soon,   how   soon   must   the   bark    at 

anchor  ride ! 
Yet  have  I  looked  on  the  Motherland  of 

Music : 
Bonn  of  Beethoven  !     I  saw  thee  and 

I  see; 
Schubert's    path  the  song-strewn,  and 

Grimm's  the  mine  of  Marchen — 
Moor  the  ship,  end  the  trip !    home, 

my  Dream,  with  me  ! 

May  1911. 
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XXX 

THE  HOPE  OF  IRELAND 

("  The  old  regime  is  passing.  .  .  .  For  Ireland, 
as  for  England,  there  lies  ahead  a  period  of 
social  and  industrial  reorganisation." — Daily  News, 
September  20.) 

CLOTHED  in  a  cloud  of  tears  I  see  her 

stand, 
Yet  crowned  with  stars  of  hope ;  'twixt 

day  and  night 
Wavering,   as   one   expectant  of    the 

light : 
No   more   the    storm,   armed    with    its 

lightning-brand, 

Covers  and  circles  her  on  every  hand  ! 
Wan  is  her  cheek,  and  yet  her  brow  is 

bright, 
Even  as  a  prophet's,  catching  from  the 

height 
The  glory  undiscerned  from  lower  land. 

a 
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Autumn   around  her  now !    and  bleak 
winds  sighing ; 

Gloom  of   industrial  strife,  industrial 
ill; 

Shades  of  old  feuds ;  but  Peace  draws 

near  her  still : 

The  new  ^rear  waits  beyond  the  old  year's 
dying. 

And   storm,   and    gloom,   and    snow- 
clouds  dense  and  dun — 

What  are  they  where  the  Spring  is, 
and  the  sun  ? 
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XXXI 

AN  ECHO  OF  SHELLEY 

(Echoed  in  the  shorter  lines  only.     See  stanzas 
From  the  Arabic.) 

WHEN  thy  voice  bids  the  air  rejoice  till 
it  wakes  and  breaks     ' 
Into  bells,  my  love, 

When  my  heart,  coming  where  thou  art, 
sees  the  shrine  divine 

Where  it  dwells,  my  love, 
Then  my  soul,  by  the  strong  control  of 
the  will  that  still 

Bids  it  roam  to  thee, 
Like  the  light  in  its  instant  flight  from 
the  cloud,  its  shroud, 

Flashes  home  to  thee  ! 

March  1910. 
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XXXII 
WAKING 

THE  wind  wakes,  sighing  dole 

On  the  night's  burdened  breast. 
But  sigh  not  thou,  my  soul — 

Rest! 

The  sea  wakes  :  low  waves  start 

Shoreward,  and  break  and  weep. 
Lest  thou  too  break,  my  heart, 
Sleep ! 

The  birds  wake :  dawn  again 

Calls  lark  and  tit  and  thrush. 
Yet  wake  not  thou,  my  pain — 
Hush! 

The  sun  wakes ;  death  ward  grope 

The  stars  that  lingered  late : 
So  die  not  thou,  my  hope — 

Wait! 

December  1911. 
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XXXIII 
ALADDIN 

WHERE    neither    friendly    hearth    nor 
face  is, 

Exiled  and  lost  I  roam, 
In  far  and  drear  and  desert  places, 

And  yet  I  am  at  home. 
Rough  ways  I   tread;   but  rocks  turn 
roses 

Before  me  as  I  pass ; 
A  fairy  tent  my  sleep  encloses, 

Reared  amid  flowers  and  grass. 

I  hunger,  and  before  me  rises 

A  gay  feast  richly  spread ; 
I  thirst — my  way  a  stream  surprises 

From  some  far  fountain  sped. 
By  pit  and  snare  a  viewless  tether 

Pulls  at  me,  strong  to  hold. 
Half  clad  against  the  wintry  weather, 

I  feel  nor  damp  nor  cold. 
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Armour  of  proof  my  soul  is  clad  in ; 

My  free  course  naught  shall  cramp. 
What  fear  I  while  I  am  Aladdin, 

And  with  me  is  my  Lamp  ?    " 
For  you,  you  deem  my  kingly  station 

Hollow  as  wind  or  wraith  ? 
You  call  my  Lamp  Imagination  ? 

For  me,  I  call  it  Faith. 

August  1911. 
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XXXIV 
DILDRUMS  AND  DOLDRUMS 

"DiLDRUMS    and    Doldrums!"    I    said, 
when  fled 

All  my  pleasure  in  fancied  pain ; 
When  my  hope  took  the  hue  of  dread, 

When  in  the  sun  I  foretold  the  rain. 

Phantoms  bred  of  a  weary  brain, 
Moods  where  the  blue  as  the  black  sky 
shows, 

Blending,  levelling  loss  and  gain — 
Dildrums  these  are,  and  Doldrums  those. 

Dildrums  and   Doldrums  the  head  can 

shed, 
When  it  but  aches,  on  a  world  found 

vain — 

Found  the  best  of  all  worlds,  instead, 
When  the  sick  head  has  grown  sound 

and  sane. 

Have    you    fears   that    life's    golden 
grain 
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All  will  rot  ere  its  silver  snows  ? 

Have  you  doubts  that  its  bliss  means 

bane? 
Dildrums  these  are,  and  Doldrums  those. 

Dildrums   and   Doldrums  are   fed    and 

bred, 

Prophets  of  evil,  on  stress  and  strain ; 
Crumpled  leaves  in  a  rose-piled  bed 
Deem   them,   discrediting  woes  they 

feign. 
What  are  the  wails  of  the  birds  that 

plain 

O'er  flecked  sunshine  and  fading  rose  ? 
What  the  songs  in  Cassandra's  vein  ? 
Dildrums  these  are,  and  Doldrums  those. 

ENVOY 

Princes  and  peasants,  my  song's  refrain, 
Heard  in  the  cot's  or  the  castle's  woes, 

Surely  both  of  their  force  shall  drain — 
Dildrums  these  are,  and  Doldrums 
those. 

1910. 
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XXXV 

THE  POET'S  ART 

(AFTER  VERLAINE) 

SEEK  music  first  of  all :  that  sound 
For  preference,  faint  and  fair, 

Which  springs  unmeasured  and  unbound, 
And  melts  away  in  air. 

Whatever  words  build  up  thy  lay, 
Make  it  that  song  most  dear 

Which  blends,  in  one  harmonious  grey, 
The  vague  lights  and  the  clear. 

For  verse  must  show  the  eyes  that  shine 
Through  shadowing  veils  and  bars ; 

High  noon ;  cool  autumn's  dusk  divine, 
And  the  blue  maze  of  stars. 

Thy  brush  in  shades,  not  colours,  dip, 

Mixed  subtly  in  thy  scheme 
As  flute  weds  horn,  as  lip  meets  lip, 

As  dream  is  linked  to  dream. 
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Fly  most  Sensation's  stab,  and  mirth 
That  clouds  the  heaven's  blue  eye ; 

And  all  base  herbs  that  smell  of  earth, 
All  hate,  all  harshness  fly. 

Take    Eloquence    by   the    throat !    rein 
hard, 

Curb  well,  thy  steed  of  song ! 
Curb  him  and  watch  him  well,  Sir  Bard, 

Else  wild  his  flight  and  long ! 

Who  weeps  the  wrongs  of  Rhyme  ?  the 
toy 

Of  jester  and  of  fool, 
The  farthing  whistle  of  the  boy, 

The  hireling  minstrel's  tool. 

Music,  again  and  evermore  ! 

The  song-bird  fledged  and  fled 
When,  to  new  life  and  love  and  lore, 

The  soul  flew  from  the  dead. 

Thy  verse  the  great  adventure  be 
Where  Beauty  breaks  a  lance ; 
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Be  it  that  breath  of  Poesy 

Born  where  young  zephyrs  dance ; 

A  wind  from  thymy  places  pure, 
From  hills  of  morning  strong  .  .  . 

And  all  the  rest  is  Literature, 
But  this  alone  is  Song. 

July  1911. 
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XXXVI 
THE  FOLLIES 

SHE  said  "  I  will  be  happy,"  and  fluttered 

forth 
In  quest  of  joy ;   east,  west  and  south 

and  north, 
Lightly  she  fared;  but  found  not  that 

she  sought, 

Tracked  it  but  never  caught. 
From  ball  to  banquet  whirled, — feted  and 

famed, — 
As  joy's   and   beauty's   queen   she  was 

acclaimed ; 
And  still  no  joy  in  her  own  self  she  had, 

And  still  her  soul  was  sad, 
Till,  with  her  life  behind  her,  and  in  its 

place 
A  wind  of  death,  sudden  and  sharp  and 

cool, 
She  stood  with  broken  heart,  with  faded 

face, 

Time's  fool. 
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He  said,  "  I  will  be  great,"  and  laboured 

long 
And  strenuously,  with  a  skilled  hand  and 

strong, 
In  Art's  cause,  wooing  her  with  deed  and 

word 

Who  heeded  not,  nor  heard. 
He  let  Love's  roses  wilt  about  his  way 
Unplucked,     unpraised,     dreaming     of 

wreaths  of  bay ; 
And  still  unpraised,  unplucked,  his  own 

life's  flower 

Was  withering  hour  by  hour, 
Till  "  Lo  an  Artist ! "  many  voices  said  ; 
"Chief  of   his  craft,  lord   of  its   every 

tool " ; 
And  he  but  heard  the  cry  and  fell  back 

dead, 

Time's  fool. 

"  Love's  not  Time's  fool " ;   what  time 

shall  make  him  less  ? 
Nor  Truth;  but   still   the   encroaching 

changes  press, 
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As  on  the  land  the  invasion  of  the  sea, 
On  all  things  else  that  be. 

Beauty,  put  up  thy  glass ;   and  Power, 
thy  crown, 

Since  both  alike  into  the  dust  drop  down. 

For  an  hour  lasting,  in  another  hour 

What  are  ye,  Beauty  and  Power  ? 

Love  lasts,  and  Truth ;  and  he  and  only  he 

Who  knows  their  secret,  being  of  their 
school, 

Wise  for  Eternity,  shall  never  be 

Time's  fool. 
April  1911. 
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THE  MUSIC  OF   THE  MONTHS 

XXXVII 
LOOKING  BACK: 

A   SONG  OF   THE   OLD   YEAK 

LIKE  the  dark  where  the  dead  lie  stark, 
where  the  grave  lies  grim, 

In  a  place  accurst ; 

Like  the  climb,  in  a  sunless  time,  to  a 
goal  yet  dim, 

Looked  the  Year  at  first. 
How,  from  the  mountain's  brow,  with 
the  journey  done, 

Shows  the  way  we  passed  ? 
Like  the  dark  that  has  heard  the  lark, 
that  has  seen  the  sun, 

Looks  the  Year  at  last ! 

That  rock,  a  granite  block,  takes  a  silver 
sheen ; 

That  ice-built  wall 
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Has  wed  the  rose's  red  to  the  grass's 
green, 

And  the  waterfall 
Is  a  mist  of  amethyst  and  an  opal  rain, 

And  the  clouds  are  lit, 
And  lift,  blue  rift  on  rift,  till  the  path 
lies  plain 

At  the  end  of  it. 

So  will  the  last  year  show,  and  the  sum 
of  years, 

When,  as  Death  drops  dead, 
All  the  way  is  a  gloom  of  grey,  but  the 
sunrise  nears, 

And  the  grey  turns  red? 
When  our  pain  is  at  ease  again,  and  our 
toil  at  rest, 

From  the  ended  track 
Will  the  worst,  as  we  deemed  at  first, 
seem  all  for  best 

When  Life  looks  back  ? 

December  30,  1911. 
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XXXVIII 

THE  NEW  YEAR  AND 

THE  NATIONS 

(JANUARY  1912) 

THE  old  things  crumbling  and  the  new 

fermenting 
In  tumult  of  unrest ; 
The  greed  of  each  the  good  of  all  pre- 
venting : 

North,  South  and  East  and  West, 
Fears  rife,  and  nation  rising  against  nation, 

Under  a  sky  grown  drear 
With  storm  and   gloom,   the   thunder's 

habitation — 
In  such  wise  dawns  the  year. 

And  we  who,  where  the  field  of  harvest 

whitens, 

Watch  with  the  labourers  few, — 
Still  watch,  though  night  falls  and  the 

tempest  heightens, — 

We  tremble,  Lord !  we  too. 

7 
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Fails  yet,  for  ever  fails  our  hope,  our 

mission, 

And  shall  despair  make  dumb, 
In  this  New  Year,  the  lips  that  made 

petition 
So  long,  "  Thy  Kingdom  come  "  ? 

For    darkly,    lo,    the    storm    is    rising 

round  us, 

And  the  great  wind  thereof. 
Cloud,  and  the  lightning  of  the  cloud 

have  found  us; 
Hate,  wounding  sore  Thy  love, 
Threatens;  war  reigns,  and  wrath  and 

desolation 

That  on  its  path  attend, 
And  the  world   shakes,  in  world- wide 

agitation : 
And  what  shall  be  the  end  ? 

But  Thou,  Lord !  from  the  Valley  of  the 

Vision 
Yet  speakest,  would  we  hear. 
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And   Thy   evangel    dies    not,   nor    our 

mission — 

Our  hope  bears  down  our  fear. 
Though  round  Thy  rock  the  floods  beat 

fast  and  faster, 
And  year  by  year  assail, 
"  I  am  the  same,"  Thy  word  is,  Lord  and 

Master, 
"  And  My  years  shall  not  fail." 
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XXXIX 
FEBRUARY 

THE  Fairy  Godmother 

O'er  the  last  child  of  Winter 
Bent,  to  bring  gifts  to  her, 

Where  the  great  ice-rocks  splinter ; 
Where,  though  night  yet  may  sting, 

Bland  day  can  overcome  her 
With  the  first  news  of  Spring 

And  prophecy  of  Summer. 

The  Fairy  Godmother 

Gave  first  to  Winter's  baby 
White  for  the  heart  of  her — 

Spun  by  a  snowdrop,  maybe 
Gold  for  her  hair  she  took 

From  the  first  crocus-glimmer, 
And  for  her  voice  a  brook 

The  frost  let  out  to  hymn  her. 

A  tear  from  every  cloud 

Came  next,  to  teach  her  sorrow ; 
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A  sunbeam  from  its  shroud,  ' 

That  hope  her  grief  might  borrow  : 

Snow-crystals,  worn  for  gems 
When  Winter  bent  to  bless  her, 

With  green  of  rising  stems 

And  wool  of  lambs,  to  dress  her. 

The  North  Wind  and  the  East 

For  sword  and  shield  she  gave  her, 
Catering  bees  to  feast, 

And  cleansing  floods  to  lave  her. 
Sunshine  and  storm  she  mixed, 

Frost — flower — in  wild  vagary, 
And  set  the  babe  betwixt, 

And  called  her — February. 

1910. 
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XL 

A  BALLADE  OF  MARCH 

MARCH — and  the  world  is  white, 

Still,  where  the  snowdrifts  spread. 
Morning  and  noon  and  night 

Storms  sing  of  dole  and  dread, 
Yet  comes  the  fairy  tread 

Winter  must  quake  to  hear : 
Low  shall  he  lay  his  head, 

Slain  with  a  crocus  spear  ! 

All  through  the  lengthened  light 

Tears  of  the  skies  are  shed : 
Yet  for  her  bale  and  blight 

Earth  shall  be  comforted. 
Lo,  where  the  flocks  are  fed  ! 

Lo,  where  the  storm-winds  veer ! 
Dirged  by  a  robin  red, 

Slain  with  a  crocus  spear  ! 

Snowdrops  that  snows  affright 
Droop  to  their  dying  bed  ; 


LYEIC  LEAVES  103 

Golden  and  gay  and  bright 
Daffodils  dawn  instead. 

Earth  and  the  sun  are  wed : 
Surely  her  hope  is  near ! 

Surely  our  fear  is  fled, 

Slain  with  a  crocus  spear ! 

ENVOY 

Prince  of  the  season  sped, 
Quail,  for  thy  end  is  here ! 

Winter  is  doomed  and  dead, 
Slain  with  a  crocus  spear. 

1909. 
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XLI 

THE  COMING  AND  PASSING 
OF  APRIL 

I.   COMING 

HENCE,  bluff  March !  'Neath  the  heaven's 

blue  arch 
The  earth  grows  fairer  from  day  to 

day. 

April,  hail !     Through  wood  and  dale 
Singing  she  comes,  with  her  heart  astray 
'Twixt  the  fear  of  March  and  the  hope 

of  May.  "• 

Away  with  fear — she's  near,  she's  here, 
With  her  crown  of  rainbow  and  rain 

and  ray ! 
The  brown   bees  hum,   for  the  flowers 

have  come,  \* 

Venturing  out  on  the  dubious  way 
Where  the  child-month  doubts  if  to  pout 

or  play. 
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Green,  green  is  the  bough  half  seen 
Through  the  flash  of  a  finch's  shining 

wing; 
And  the  blackbird's  flute  and  the  linnet's 

lute 

Keep  time  to  the  skylark's  silver  string, 
And  the  land  laughs  out  with  the  bliss 

of  Spring. 

A  world  that  sings,  a  world  of  wings, 
Where   the  sunbeams  dance  and  the 

children  play ; 
Where   the  rillet  slides,  and  the  violet 

hides — 

Oh,  'tis  a  golden  world  and  gay, 
The  world  we  tread  on  an  April  day  ! 
1907. 

II.   PASSING 

Through  a  rain  of  liquid  laughter 
April  looks  where  May  comes  after,    •. 
In  the  warm  wake  of  the  swallow- 
May,  whom  June  will  surely  follow, 
When  the  year's  first  chapter  closes 
With  the  rubric  of  the  roses. 
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Yet  we  ask,  'neath  April's  kisses, 
Can  the  next  be  sweet  as  this  is  ? 
As  the  apple-blossom's  blushes, 
As  the  lark's  love,  and  the  thrush's  ? 
So  she  charms  at  once  and  grieves  us ; 
So  she  turns  at  last  and  leaves  us  ; 
So,  with  all  the  flowers  that  track  her 
Through  the  world  that  soon  must  lack 

her ; 

With  the  winds  that  sing  her  praises 
To  the  fields  she  dressed  in  daisies ; 
With  the  orchards  in  whose  brightness 
Bridal  blush  meets  vestal  whiteness ; 
With  the  love-song  of  a  linnet 
Nigh  the  nest  that  waits  to  win  it ; 
With  a  rainbow's  sudden  leaping 
From  a  cloud  that  smiles  in  weeping, 
With  a  sun  that  weeps  in  laughter — 
April  goes — but  May  comes  after. 

1908. 
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XUI 
MAY:   THE  SWEET  O'  THE  YEAR 

Now  comes  the  hour  of  hours, 

The  young  year's  happy  play-time, 
When,  kissing  buds  to  flowers, 

Young  April  melts  in  May -time  ; 
When  earth  like  heaven  is  starred, 

And    Love    goes    singing    through 

her, 
And  every  bird's  a  bard, 

And  every  bee  a  wooer. 

Away,  East  Wind,  away ! 

Too  long  thy  life  has  lingered. 
Come,  West  Wind  fresh  and  gay, 

Rose-lipped  and  dewy -fingered ! 
Come,  for  the  skylark's  pipe 

Calls  out  the  cowslip  dancer ; 
Leaves  laugh,  "  The  time  is  ripe," 

And  nuptial  nests  make  answer. 
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Now  all  earth's  life  is  Love's ; 

Now,  to  a  peal  of  bluebells, 
Young  hearts  may  pair  like  doves, 

And  sunbeams  wed  with  dew-bells. 
Sing,  sing,  whate'er  has  sighed  ! 

Spring  rules  and  all  things  know  it, 
For  every  flower's  a  bride, 

And  every  bird  a  poet. 
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XLIII 
A  JUNE  DREAM 

A  ROSE  and  a  bird  made  my  dream, 

And  the  gleam 
Of  a  light  that  had  shone  on  a  shower, 

In  the  hour 
When  the  sun  must  go  down  to  his  rest 

In  the  west ; 
And  a  star,  in  the  east's  tender  blue — 

And  you. 

For  I  dreamed    that  we    walked,  you 
and  I, 

Where  the  cry 
Of  the  captives  was  quiet ;  that  these 

Were  at  ease ; 

That  there  bloomed,   from  the  dust  of 
their  strife, 

Roses  rife, 
From  their  labour  such  rest  as  I  knew 

With  you. 
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And   I   dreamed   that  the   garden   had 
come 

To  the  slum, 
That  to  all  the  June  glory  was  free 

As  to  me. 
And  the  dark  of  the  world,  near  and  far, 

Turned  a  star — 
And  still,  in  my  dream,  my  heart  flew 

To  you. 

Then,  or  ever  I  woke  or  I  wept, 

My  love  leapt 
From  its  nest  in  the  One,  at  your  call, 

To  the  All. 

And  we  shaped  the  world's  song  from  its 
sigh, 

You  and  I. 

Did  I  dream  that  the  dream  would  come 
true  ? 

Did  you  ? 
1910. 
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XLIV 
TWILIGHT  IN  JULY 

THE  roses,  drugged  with   dew,  breathe 

heavily ; 
The  lamps  of  heaven  are  lighted  one 

by  one 
Far  in  the  east,  and  in  the  west  the 

sun 
Faints  to  a  memory ;  darker  grows  the 

sea 
With  dim  foreshadowings  of  the  night 

to  be, 
As  fear  foretells  the  night  not  yet 

begun. 
Mute   are  the   birds   which   sang    in 

unison, 
And   still   the   leaves   that    danced    on 

every  tree. 

The  land  has  rest ;  only  the  city  stirs, 
Where   wreaths  of  smoke,  suspiring 
like  a  sigh, 
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Suggest  the  gloom  at  that  deep  heart  of 

hers — 
The  gloom  of  earth,  that  lingers  ever 

nigh, 
While,  high  in  heaven,  the  thoughts  of 

God  are  told 
In  lines  of  azure  and  in  words  of  gold. 
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XLV 

AN  AUGUST  EVENING 

COMES  a  wail  of  wind  across  the  heather, 
Fades    the    flush    along    the    sunset 
meads ; 

Comes  a  cry  of  birds  that  fly  together, 
Rising  from  the  river  and  the  reeds. 

Darkens  all  the  East,  no  star  hath  found 

it; 
Wanes  the  West,  but  now  so  clear  and 

bright. 

On  the  moor  and  over  it  and  round  it 
Twilight  deepens  down  to  night. 

So  the  world-sky  feels  the  night's  fore- 
warning ; 

So,  for  man,  birds  fly  and  forests  fade  ! 
Is  this  heaven  the  heaven   he   saw   at 

morning, 

Loud     with     larks      that      carolled 
unafraid  ? 
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Wanes  his  faith,  the  Eastern  star  that 

found  him ; 
Wanes  Hope,  even,  the  home  of  latest 

light: 

He  can  see  within  him,  as  around  him, 
Twilight  deepening  into  night. 

Yet,  far   off,  the   darkness   breaks   and 

brightens ; 
Comes  a  low  wind   whispering  of  a 

change. 

Is  it  tempest  ?     Is  it  that  it  lightens  ? 
Does  the   dawn,  instead,  break   new 

and  strange  ? 
Darkly  wait  we,  but  a  star  hath  found 

us — 
Yea,  the    Day-star,   prophet    of    the 

light ! 
Deemed  we  morning's  twilight,  ripening 

round  us, 
Twilight  deepening  into  night  ? 

1909. 
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XLVI 
THE  SWAN-SONG  OF  SEPTEMBER 

SING  out  thy  swan-song  with  full  throat, 

September, 
From  a  full  heart,  with  golden  notes 

and  clear ! 
No  rose  will   wreathe  thee ;  yet  the 

harebell's  here, 
And  still  thy  crown  of  heath  the  hills 

remember. 
Bright  burns  thy  fire,  e'en  to  its  latest 

ember, 
The  sunset  fire  that  lights  thee  to  thy 

bier, 

Flaming  and  failing  not,  albeit  so  near 
Dun-robed     October    waits,    and    grey 

November. 
And  though,  at   sight   of   thee,  a   chill 

change  passes 

Through  wood  and  wold,  on  leaves  and 
flowers  and  grasses, 
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Thy   beauty   wanes   not;    thou    hast 

ne'er  grown  old  ; 
Death  -  crowned    as    Cleopatra,    lovely 


Even  to  the  end  ;  magnificently  dying 
In  pomp  of  purple  and   in   glare  of 
gold. 

1907. 
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XLVII 
OCTOBER 

MIST  over  lane  and  lawn, 

Cones  that  the  fir- wood  sheds ; 
Frost  between  dusk  and  dawn 

Blanching  the  garden  beds ; 

Asters  that  droop  their  heads 
All  in  the  autumn  weather — 

Autumn  that  Winter  weds, 
Glory  and  gloom  together. 

Red  of  the  robin's  breast 

Rouging  pale  leaves  forlorn ; 
Fire  in  the  wistful  west, 

Dying  as  night  is  born ; 

Stubble  where  waved  the  corn, 
Stacks  in  the  farmyard-closes ; 

Fields  of  their  daisies  shorn, 
Lanes  that  lament  their  roses. 

Veils  for  the  mountain-brows, 
Purple  and  gold  and  grey ; 
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Hollows  where  dormice  drowse 
Out  of  the  winter's  way ; 
Night  that  invades  the  day, 

Stealthily,  surely  gaining, 
Like  the  slow  sea  that  aye 

Lessens  the  land  remaining. 

Dirges  by  tempest  tolled 
Far  over  field  and  town ; 

Bracken  that  burns  to  gold, 
Heather  that  fades  to  brown — 
So,  while  her  tears  drop  down 

On  the  last  leaves  that  robe  her, 
Crowned  with  a  fiery  crown, 

Passes  the  maid  October. 


1910. 
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XLVIII 
A  BRIGHT  NOVEMBER 

I  THOUGHT  November  had  been  cold  and 

grey, 
Moving  with   limbs  of  lead;   and  with 

dull  eyes 
Weeping,  and  from   wan  lips   exhaling 

sighs — 
Yet  lo !  from  dawn  to  dusk,  day  after 

day, 
The  time  I  feared  came  with  the  breath 

of  May, 
Clothed  in   late   flowers    and    crowned 

with  halcyon  skies, 
And,    like  yon   sunset    kindling  as    it 

dies, 

In  a  great  glory  burned  itself  away. 
Even  so,  O  Thou  who  knowest  us  and 

markest, 
When  the  soul's  day  drops  to  its  wintry 

night, 
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Shall  we  not  find  the  hour  foredeemed 

the  darkest 

Surprise  with  unanticipated  light, 
And  murmur,  in  life  new-born  from  its 

decay, 
"  Bright  Death  !  how  could  I  deem  thee 

cold  and  grey  ? " 

1909. 
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XLIX 
THE  CHRISTMAS  QUEST 

"  WHERE  lies  the  Baby  born  on  Christmas 
Day? 

Good  shepherds,  say." 

"  In  Bethlehem,"  answered  they  with  one 
accord. 

"  Seek  ye  the  Lord. 

Turn  to  no  inn ;  a  stable  seek  instead, 

Seeing  He  hath  not  where  to   lay  His 
head. 

There  shall  ye  find  Him — in  a  manger- 
bed." 

But   when   we   sought   the  place,  with 
reverent  care, 

Empty  the  manger  stood;  He  was  not 
there. 

We  paused ;  we  said,  "  The  Wise  Men  of 
the  East 

Will  know  at  least," 
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And  asked  them,  "  Where  is  He  was  born 

to-day  ? 

Kind  sages,  say." 
"  Follow  His  Star  in  the  East,  as  we  of 

yore," 
They  said;  but  when  the   weary   way 

was  o'er, 

Behold,  it  led  but  to  the  stable  door, 
Even  as  of  old ;  and  still  the  shrine  was 

bare. 
Vainly  the  star  had  risen ;  He  was  not 

there. 

We  turned  away ;  and  lo,  a  little  child 

Wept  in  the  wild 
With  hunger  and  cold ;  we  took  him  and 

we  fed, 

And  comforted. 
And    then    the   heavens  unfolded,  and 

afar 
A  Voice  cried,  "  This  the  Stable,  this  the 

Star! 
Find  Me  for  ever   where   My   orphans 

are ! " 
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And  the  child  laughed  ;  and  all  the  world 

grew  fair — 
The   Christmas    morn    had    risen,  and 

Christ  was  there. 

Xmas,  1908. 
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L 
THE  YEAR 


CLASH   of    bells    for  the    New    Year's 

crowning ; 

Landmarks  lost  in  a  whirl  of  white ; 
Sad  winds  fretting  to  grey  skies  frown- 
ing— 
Yet  Day  snatches  an  inch  from  Night. 


II 

Dropping  rain  where  the  frost  left   no 

drop; 
Bleat  of  lambs  through  the  lengthened 

light; 

Snow  that  wanes  from  the  waxing  snow- 
drop— 
Turns  the  year  to  its  goal  in  sight. 
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III 

Roar  of   wind  through  the  woods   and 

highways — 
Nature's  brush,  that  the  world  sweeps 

clean. 

Spring  shall  follow,  along  blue  byways 
Where  the  violets  wait  their  queen. 

IV 

Rainbows  born  of  the  wet  world's  smil- 
ing; 

Gloom  in  gladness — a  glistening  grief ; 
Buds  that  pout  at  the  sun's  beguiling ; 
Songs  and  wings,  and  the  woods   in 
leaf. 


Children  blithe  in  a  world  of  bluebells, 
Prankt  with  gold  where  the  cowslips 
blow; 

Nestlings  fledged  to  a  peal  of  dew-bells ; 
Spring's  last  kiss  as  she  turns  to  go. 
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VI 

Nightingales  where  the  covert  closes ; 

Censers    swung    by    the     woodbines 

there ; 
Earth  on  fire  to  the  lips  with  roses, 

Full  and  finished,  supremely  fair. 


VII 

Glow  of  light,  or  the  gleam  of  lightning ; 

Noise  of  tempest  or  hush  of  heat. 
Field  on  field  to  the  harvest  whitening ; 

Blushing  poppy  and  bending  wheat. 


VIII 

Harvest  home,  and  the  sound  of  reaping 
All   day  long   where  the  crops   bow 

down ; 
Harvest  moon   through    the    hours    of 

sleeping, 

Round  and  mellow;  the  ripe  year's 
crown. 
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IX 

Apples  red  among  apples  amber ; 

Purple  grapes  amid  grapes  of  green, 
Ripe  and  sweet  where  the  vine-wreaths 
clamber — 

Ripened  all  to  their  fall,  I  ween. 


Swallows  fled  to  a  sound  of  sighing ; 

Mists  that  lie  like  a  purple  pall ; 
Winds     that    wail    for    the     summer's 
dying ; 

Frosts  forecasting  the  end  of  all. 


XI 

Woods    that    wane    to    their    last    red 

ember ; 

Dust  and  ashes  for  flush  and  flame ; 
Storms    that    cry    through    the    world 

"  November  " ; 
Fogs  that  follow  to  prove  the  name. 
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XII 

Toll  of  bells  for  the  year  grown  hoary ; 

Yule-logs  blazing  on  berries  red ; 
Peace,  good-will,  and  to  God  the  glory — 

Live  the  New  Year !  The  Old  is  dead. 

December  1910. 
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